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and English and Swedes as of their friends, people who
were close to their hearts, whom they esteemed, and
whose joys and sorrows they shared.
A feeling of spiritual affinity with the workers of the
whole world was born in this stuffy little room. It was
felt by all, including the mother, and though she could
not grasp its meaning, she was aware of its force—so
youthful, so intoxicatingly joyful, so full of hope.
"Just look at you!" she once said tp the khokhol "All
people are your comrades—Jews and Armenians and
Austrians. Glad and sorry for all of them!"
"For all of them, my nenkol All of them!" exclaimed
the khokhol. "We know no tribes or nations. Only com-
rades, only enemies. All workingmen are our comrades;
all rich men, all governments, are our enemies. When
you cast your eye over the earth and see how many of us
workers there are, and how strong we are, then there is
no end to your joy and the holiday in your heart! 'The
Frenchman and the German feels just the same when he
looks at things, nenko, and so does the Italian, We are
all children of one mother, all fired with invincible faith
in the brotherhood of the workingmen of the whole world.
This thought warms our hearts. It is the sun shining in
a just heaven, and that heaven is the heart of the worker.
Whoever he is, whatever he calls himself, a Socialist is
our brother in spirit for all time—yesterday and today
and forever!'*
This childlike but firm faith manifested itself more and
more frequently among them, in a more and more exalted
form, growing into a mighty force. And when the mother
beheld it, she instinctively felt that the world had indeed
begotten something great and good like the sun* which
she could see with her own eyes*
Often they sang. In loud, happy voices they sang the
simple songs that everybody knew, but sometimes they
sang new songs, serious ones, with lovely harmonies and
unusual melodies. These they sang in hushed voices, as if
they were singing church music The faces of the singers

